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CHARLES DICKENS.
The Story of Plis Difb

arid Death. *

His Domestic Difficulties and Separation
from His Wife.

HIS SECOND VISIT TO AMERICA.

Jin Imprfssiont of New York, Boiton, Philadelphia,
Baltimore and Washington.

CLOSING SCENES OF HIS LIFE.

Th« Like or Charles Dickens. Bt John Forster.
Vol. ui. Isait-lsTO. tip. Mi Loudon: ChapmaA llaii.
We have received the last and concluding voltiraeof tne "Life of Charles Dickens." The completionof this work la the most important literarr

event since the publication of Moore's "Life of
Byron." The volume beiore as begins with the
writing ol "Copperfleld" and closes with the death

f Dlckena. We are sure our readers will gladly
accompany us as we (otiow Mr. Forster in contemplatingthe fulfilment and close of the llfeoi the
moat latnou* Kngli.-hmau o. this generation.

In iNgo, when Dickens finished "Copperfleld," he
waa in the thirty-eighth year of his age, and was alreadythe most celebrated English writer living.
Thackeray, as the author of "Vanity Fair" and
"llenry Esmond." might dispute tuis predominance,just as Ueorge KUot, with "Adam Bede,"
came later to dispute it. Hut. while Thackeray and
flcorge Eliot might satisfy the higher tastes of the
cultivated few, an I win e in the graver essentials
of literary Work, phi.oeopuy. depth of insight into
character and wide range of thought, thero Is
gothiog in Du kens to equal Becky Sharp and
Adam Bede, still lis genius was more In sympathy
wita the heart of England. He came home to
English speaking people us no man had come since
Burns. Like Hums, bis influence moved alike
the lofueat an 1 the lowliest. His characters be- .

came pr vert>«, his stories were upon evenr stage,
his tan les eiu. ouied themselves In onr language.
Even now the writer or the orator finds no
surer way of conveying his meaning than to use
the name ol Fagin or Pecksniff or Mtcawber. He
Ured in an atmosphere of incense. America vied*
with England in afTectl nate appreciation when
living, and in sorrow when he died. As years go
he wss not an old man when be passed away, and
it waa in the ripen, aa of fauie. His gifted contem-
poranes.those who labored with him in the
name calling.gave htm a praise aa hearty as the
people. hven literary emulation loat its envy. J
Thackeray ami Buiwsr were enthusiastic In com-

mending hi* wtrh, ami nothing w more eloquent
than the words of t'ariyle.himself a master and
king, and celebrated long be'ore Dickens was
eeea a reporter tor the pre**.which Mr. Forster
quotes in ibia vo nine. "It la almost thirty years,"
aays Mr earlyle, "since my acquaintance with
him began, and on my side I may sav every new

*

meeting ripened it into more and more clear discernment01 his rare and great worth as a brother
man.a no at cordial, sincere, clear-sighted,
quietly decisive, jn»t and loving man.till at length
tie had grown to *ncn a recognition with me as I
Have rarely hail for any man ol my time." "lam
profoundly sorry for you, and, indeed, tor myself
and for us all. It is an event world wide, a unique
or talents suddenly extinct, an 1 has 'eclipsed,' we
too mar say, 'the harmless gayety of nature.' So
death since lvki rtue death of his wde') has fallen
on me with such a strose. No literary man's
hitherto ever did. The good, the gentle, btghgtfted,ever friendly, noble Dkifeu*.every inch ol
turn an honest man.''

VOPPHRriKLP" a*n DLKiK "nOCSE."
"Copperfleld" Ailed the measure of the lame of

Dickcn*. No book since "Pickwick'' had been so

widely read, and there was "the suspicion," as Mr.
Forster remarks, "that underneath the fiction lay
omething of the author's life." "Copperfleld"
was followed by "Bleak House," and we hear
Interesting stones a* to the resemblances
between some of the Actions and prominent
persons then living Mies Muwcber appears to
have been a lady in private Knglish life, who complainedto Dickens of his using her as an Illustration.Mrs. Nickleby was copied from the
author's own mother, while Ml -awber was a portraitof ills father. We have some ipieer speeches .

and sentences from the elder Dickens, which
might have been taken from Micawber. "The
ban-dogs woulOj shortly have him at bay." "He
was about to proceed to Pans to consolidate
Augustus' French," "The Supreme Being must t<e
an entirely different individual irom wnat I have
every reason to believe 11 im if lie would care in
the least for the society of your relations." All
this u In the best manner of Micawber. Boythorn.
In "Bleak House," is s portrait of Walter ravage
Landor, while Harold sktmpoie was sketched from
Leigh Hunt. Dickens admits the portrait, and we
learn that he softened the pier are and changed
the name from Leander to Harold in obedience to
the representations of Korster and Barry Cornwall.Leigh Hunt was not aware of the resemblancenntu kind friends pointed It ont, and we
have a manly letter fr >m Dtcken* to him endeavoringto soften the pain occasioned by the
delineation. Mr. Foreter takes some pains to
prove that Dickens did not draw las own characteras David CopperAeld. No one would have
supposed that he did. The Peggotry group "were
the author's own favorite people." while Mrs.
Steerforth was an especial iavorite of Thackeray's.
In "Bleak House," Joe, the wretched boy, was a

-v . ...v. iukcn nnu uiiu ucr(ny, ami 1VC

agree with Mr. Forstcr that It la one of the moat
tragic and touching of Ma creations.

* Cl'RlSTWA* PANTOU!**.
' Bleak Home' w.t* finished, and the death of

friends came to darken the day*. Watson, whotn
be loved so well, Mr«. Macready and Count d'Oraay!
"Ah, me An, me "' he save, -out this ta all a
dream, may be, and death will wa»e u*!" We
have merry gumps. s 01 home life, pleasant to
dweU upon, thinking of the c.ouds trutt came so
soon. Tliere was a Christmas pantomime In 1»M,
In Dickens' house, Mark Union puung as
the giantess Gluradulen, Dickens t e gr. at of
GafTler Thumb, nnder the ige names of T .e
Infant Phenomenon and the Modern f.arri a. The
other parte were played by the emidr n of Letn >n
and Dlckena.one child singing a t.hid about
"Miss VllUkina," which made Tha k^ray 'Toil off
his seat with laughter." Then, it being Crimean
war times, we bad Dickens as a testy u, J luron,
emglng ballads to the children against the Czar of
Russia. Merry times, and only twenty years ago'
Only twenty years; and Thackeray, Demon am
Dickens, with their gibes and laughter, gone into
the shadows and the night.

(DUE OATS IN PHANCt
"Hard Times" was written, which gave extrav*.

gant pleasure to Mr. it us kin, but to no cne else,
lor It had no life. Then a trip to Italy and Mwit**rlandand muctt roaming on the Continent, aft brilliantlysketched here in the best vein. Then cam*
three summers at Boulogne, and a picture of EagCnie,Empress of the Preach, worth looking at
now:."The Empress was very pretty, and her
slight figure sat capita,,y on her gray boras. When
the Emperor gave her the de>patch to read announcingthe fall of Heoastopol,, s'»e Pushed ami
fired up in a very pleasant way and ki-sed it with
as natural an Impulse as one cou d de-ire to see."
Then "Little Dorm' and a pilgrimage to Paris,
where Dickens lived a romping, gi.ded life. The
acting of Lemaitre strongly impressed mm, and
we have him trying to live rosdy m the Hue Hauac
quarter of the Champs Elysi'es, and walking
ground the barriers to see Paris, and sitting for
bis ploture to Ary schcrter, "a frank and noble fellow,"and having a good time with Thackeray,
who Uvad with his mother m the Champs busts*. .

HEW TORI
{sometimes Str Alexander Cockburn cam with
UBiUMf and Micre&d; and other140 aaaiat in the
»leasure* of Paris. Much ol bia time wa> riven to
the theatres. At Hcrlbe'a he dined frequently, one

evening meeting Auber, "a stylish utile elderly
man, rattier petulant iu manner." On another oc- |
ramou he discussed l)e Foe with l.umurtuie. who

complimented him on hla French. Ue meets
George band, who u unlike hla preconception*,
"just the kind of a woman in appearance whom

you might Buppoae to be the Queen's monthly
nurse.cUietly matronly, swarthy, black eyed.a
singularly ordinary woman." Kunle de Ulrardln
gave him a banquet of Oriental aplendor, which
gave htm great gratification and which he deacribesat length to Mr. Forster as though It were
a scene In the "Arabian Nights." His description
of it, which he declares to be strictly prosaic, ^
sounds a little Oriental, but not Inappropriately
so:. i
"No man unacquainted with my determination

never to embellish or lau'ifv such accounts would believein ihe description. I snail let oO, when we meet,
ol (limns si Funic tiirnnliu's- ol Ibe three gorgeous
drawing rooms, nltli 10 iWO was um!Irs, ill gol len
sconce*, terminating <» a illntog room ol wuprecedentcd
magnificence, wiiii (wo enormous transparent plate
glass doors in it, looking (across an ame-ctpuiiher
lull of clean platcai straight Into the kitchen,
w ith the cooks, In (heir white paper caps, dish- J
lug the dinner. From his seat in the midst of
ine utile, the host (like a giant in a fairy story) beholds
the kilcben and the snow-white tables, and the profound
order and silence there prevailing. f orth from the
plate glass door* issues the banquet.the most wonderful
/raat ever tasied by mortal. At the present price of
truffles, that article alone costing (for eight people) at
least five pounds. On the table are ground glass iubs of
peculiar construction, laden with the finest growth of
champagne atw uie cooiesi ic*. wiui im uuru course
is issued port wine, (previously unheard of la a Rood
state on thut Continent) which would latch
two guineas a bottle at any sale. The
dinner done, Oriental (lowers, in vases of golden
cobweb, are placed upon the board. With the Ice is
issued brandy, burled (or 100 yeara To lhat succeeds
coffee, brought by the brother ol one of the convicts Irora
the remotest Kast In exchange tor an equal quantity of
t'aliiornia gold dust. The company being reiurned to the
drawing room, tables roll in by unseen ugcncy, laden
with cigarettes from the harem of the Saltan, and with
cool drinks in which the flavor 01 the lemon arrived yesterdayfrom Algeria, struggles voluptuously with the delicateorange arrived this morning Irorn Lisbon.
That period passed and the guests reposing
on divuns worked with many-colored blossoms,
big table rolls In, heavy with n nsslve furniture
of stiver, and breathing 111cen.se m the form »t a littlepresent of tea, direct Iroin China.table and all, I
believe.but cannot swear to it, and ain resolved to las
prosaic. All this time the 1iost perpetually repeats,
Ce petit dmer-ct n'est que pour laire la counai.vsance
de Monsieur Dickens ; line com p to pas; ce n'est ricn.'
And even now I have forgotten to set down half of it.in
particular the item ol alar larger plum pudding than
was ever seen in Lnglaud at Christinas time, served w ith
a celestial sauce, ill color like the orange blossom and
in substance like the blossom, powdered and
bathed in dew, and called In the carte parte In a gold
trarae, like a ltttle tish slice, to be handed about),
'Hommage a 1 illustre ecrivain d'Angleterre.' That
illustrious man staggered out at the last drawing room
door, speechless with wonder finally, and even at that
moment his host, holding to his lips a chalice set with
precious stones and containing nectar distilled from the
air that blew over the Holds ol beans in bloom for tifteen
summers, remarked, 'Le diner que uousavonseu, Monsieur,n'est rlen.II ne compte pus.il a ete tout-a-fait
en tatnllle.II taut diner (en verite, dined bieutdl Au
plaisirl Aurevoir! Au diner I'"

THE SEPARATION FROM HIS WIFE.
When we come to the separation of Mr. Dickens

from tins wife we cannot hut admire the delicacy
and reserve with which Mr. Forster treats it.
Tills is the one event'in the life of the illustrious
novelist which darkens tils fame. We do not

sympathize with that morbid and unhealthy sentimentwhich gloats over the frailties of men of
(renins.the unhappiness of a Byron, a Shakespeareor a Milton. Men like these, .supremely
glited and richly endowed, have lives apart from
the doitys and adventures of the more body.
llowever Byion may liave sinned, to us ne is

and always must be "Childe Harold." But
Dickens during his own life called attention to his
sorrows, and, after dismissing his wire and the
mother of his children from a home in which she
bad lived for a quarter of » century, publicly
entreated the world to jnstity him in the act.

THK BEGINNING OP UNUAPPINESS.
Mr. Forster leads us up to the time of separation

by a delicate analysis of the novelist's character.
Despising society and falling to find in his home
those satisfactions which the true home life demauds,a tone of restlessness became apparent
about iv,;. if Dickens had any social tendencies it
was lor those beneatn rather than those above him
in life. Tins is attributed to delects of temperament
co*ing from early trials and successes. Mastering
fortune and lame he did not attain renunciation
and self-sacrifice. Until Coppertleld" was finished
bis life was In his books. Ills friendshipswere with the creatures of his rich
and marvellous fancy. Combined with habits
01 singular prevision, method and order, he had an

impatience of nature, rushing at enjoyment withouttaunting Its cost. Alter "C'opperfleid" his
imagination seemed to fail, to-want a spur. While
his subsequent works embodied creations of characterand humor as fine as any in his earlier daysMarigold,Llrripcr, Pip.he had lost the old
tree and fertile method. So. as Mr. Forster
noted, -there came ironi time to time intervals of
unusual impatience and restlessness, strange to
see in conneciion with his home." Old pursuits
were laid aside lor new occupations and excitemt-uta.politicaladdresses, private theatricals,
readings, strolling, wandering ways," a craving
to Had some means by which life might become
easier. This craving called from Forster the reuioustranceof friendship, and to one of these entreatieswe flod Dickens, in 1867, saying, sadly:."!
nave no relief out in action, i am become incapableof reat. 1 should rust, break and die if I spared
myaelL Much better to die doing." Other lettersbreathe strange yearnings. At one

time he wishes to live in the Pyrenees
for six months. Then he has an idea of
living in Switzerland, above the snow line, In
some astonishing c aveat." "Am altogether In

a dishevelled state of mind.motes of new books in
the dirty air." "Why is it," he cries, "that a sense

comes always crushing on me, as of one happinessI have missed In life and one tnend
and companion I have never made?" Again the
"serious idea" f a winter on the top of Mount St.
Bernard, with the monks and dogs for a wlioie
winter. Auottu-r time his lancv dies to Australia,
only he will Qni«h "Little Dornt" before leaving.
"The old days the o.d days:" he moans, "shall I
ever, 1 wonder, get the frame of mind back as It
used to tie then " "I feel that the skeleton in my
domestic ciu»et is a pretty big one."

THE CLOL'D FALLS.
Then came the » irrowful avowal.not altogether

unexpected. sa\« Mr. Forster, but "a great shock,
nevertheless." "Poor Catherine," writes Dickens.
Catherine being his wife."and 1 are not made for
each other, and there is no help for It. It is not
on.y that she maki-s me uneasy and unhappy, but
that 1 make oer s >. too, and much more so. She
is exactly woat y u know in the way of being
amiable and complying; but we are strangely assortedfor the boud there la between us. God
knows she would have been a thousand tunes happierif sue had married another kind or man, and
that her aroidan e of this destiny would have been
at least equally g iod for us both. I am often cut

sake, ttut I ever fell 111 her way." "Nothing on
earth coaM mak>- aer understand me or unit us to
each other. Her temperament will not go with
mine." "W bat is now Derailing me I have seen

steadily coming since Mary was born, and 1 know
too weil tnat you cannot, and no one can, help
me.'1 Again another letter:."The years have not
made It eaeier to tear for either of us; and, for
her take as welt a* mine, the wish will force Itself
upon me that something might be done." And
again:."Iclaim no immunity trom blame. There
i* plenty -f fault on my side, I dare say, in the way
of a thousand uncertainties, caprices and difficultiesof disposition; nnt on y one thing will alter all
that, and tnat is, the end which alters every thing."

rue asp.
Tin was In HiT. In Mr. Dlcgens and bis

wife lived apart. 'The e.lest a >n went with his
mother, Inckeos at once giving effect to her expressedwish in this respect; and the other childrenremained with nimseif. their Intercourse with
tin. Dickens berag leit entirely to themselves.''

They never met during the remainder of their
Uvea, itbe had lived with him a quarter or a centuryand had borne him tea cblidreu. She was

the wife of his youth and his fame. Ilefore he
died he coldly wrote th'-se words about bcr in his

will"I desire here simply to record the fact
that my wife, since her separation by consent, has
Owen in the receipt from me of an annual income

of fioo, wn;e all the great charges of a numerousand expensive fam.iy have devolved who!.'/
upon myself.'' The man who dismissed his wife
and who wrote theee words,, was the creator of
Agnsa, and the sweet. t>eautiftit story of love end
devotion whica 'hat faoctrui life contained. It is
not for ns to look deeply into the Hearts or men
Use Dtcksas and Hymn, or Shakespeare.but

K HERALD, THURSDAY,
rather to toko from their Itw too inspiration of

grtiius. Hut thi* Dimtlrt, wet as Mr. Furater
iciw it. is * Mi story of Unpatao and «etl*hne*a.
and tt ao darkens the rharartor of Dtekens that
wo tuia from iu ooolonspiaUok with tatter, bitter
aorrow.

thi awroMit Ttntr to awknica.
Two chapter* of tula volume, la all l!:ty pkgea,

are given to tbo experience* of Dickens In America.This event attracted ao much Interval at
th« time and was ao marked aa incident, rerollering tim vialt in earlier days, that tue*e charter*
will ae universally read. Mr. Former e*>nhne- tit*
narrative of the tour to Mr. Dickens' own languat e.
as written to lumself and other friend* In private
and letter* from day to day. We learn that u.< to
the last moment he "had not been able to olear off
wholly a fhado of mi*glving that aoroe of the oiJ
grudges might make themselves lelt," but "from
the Instant of his setting loot In Uootoa not a

vestige of such fear remained. The greeting wai to
Ik. I,.11 .. ..,li-u..r,li...r. mm th.l l».,li Aih irul

before." Boston particularly impressed IHckcn*.
reminding bim of Edinburgh. "Nothing enchantedbim ao much an what be attain saw of the

delightful domestic ll.'e of Cambridge, «imt>le, self

respectful, candid and affectionate." Boston had
grown more mercantile, and the coat of living he
found enormous, and his first reading wan ao aue-

cessfnl that he wrote Mr. Porater, "It la rvallv impossibleto exaggerate the magnificence oi trie receptionor the effect of tho reading." sun he

added, "We are all In the clouda until 1 have broken
ground in New York."

FiKtrr arrKAiUNCB ix mkw rout.
We lenrn that bclore coming to New York he

was making a clean profit of over fv.imo a week.
He gave his first reading at Stelnway Hall December14, 1867, and next morning wrote:."Amazing
success! A very fine audience.far better than at
ltoston. Carol and Trial on first night great.still
greater Copperfleld and Bob Sawyer on second :"
The houses paid lAm about $3,000 an evening, and
we lino him sending £3,0oo to England by the first

packet. Here we have a utile story about the
Westminster Hotel:. (

Last night 1 was getting into bed jnat at twelve
o'clock, when Dolby came to my room to Inform me

that the house was on lire. 1 got Scott up directly,
told him first to pack tho books and clothes for
readings; dressed and pocketed my Jewels and
papers, while the manager staffed himself out with
money. After a time the fire was traced to a grate,
and then everybody talked to everybody else.tho
ladles being particularly loquacious and cheerfal.
I may remark that the second landlord no sooner
saw me, on this agitating occasion, than, with his
property blazing, he Insisted on taking me down

j Into a room mil of hot smoke to drink brandy and
water with him!"

IUrRES3IONS or NEW YORK,

j Dickens was in New York a week before he could

t recognize its prodigious increase. "The only por1tlan m Iia writAs thftt. rnmpa hAnlr in niA avpti

now Is the part of Broadway In which the Carleton
Hotel used to stand. There la a very flue new

park in the outskirts, and the nnmber of grand
houses and splendid equipages is quite surprising.
There are hotels here with 500 bedrooms, and I
don't know how many boarders." The "Black
Crook" he found to be "the most preposterous peg
to hang ballets on that was ever seen. The people
who act in it have not the slightest idea of what
it is about, and never had; but, alter taxing my
intellectual powers to the utmost, I fancy I have
discovered "Black Crook" to be a malignant
hunchback leagued with the Powers of Darkness
to separate two lovers; and that the Towers of

J Lightness, coming (in no sklrtB, however) to the
rescue, he Is deieated." We had a little excite*
ment about the Fenians; and Dickens makes a

note of it. "I do not think," he says, "that there
is any sympathy whatever with the Fenians on the

part 01 the American people, though political ad,venturers may make a capital out ofashowof it."
"The local politics ol the place are in a most depravedconditlou, if hair of what is said is true. I
prefer not to talk of these things, but at odd IntervalsI look round lor myself." Furthermore,
we note, "great social improvements in respect of
manners and forbearance havo come to p iss since
I was here betore; but in public lite t see as yet out

little change." in those days Tammany reigned,
ami it is interesting to note the Impression its dominionmade upon the great writer.

POLITICS AND TUB POLICE.

J The season was unusually severe.during the
winter visit, memorably severe, us all remember.
with extreme cold and heavy falls of snow. "I
tnmart nut. ha writ,aa. uin rAlh«r a frnrcrcnna

sleigh yesterday, with any quanttty ol buffalo
robes, and made an imposing appearance." And
again to bis daughter:."!/ you were to bebold me
driving out, furred up to the mustache with an lm!mense white, red and yellow striped rug for a covering,you would suppose me to be ot Hungarian

*
or Polish nationality." He was not pleased with
the railway travel. The roads were "truly alarming,""much more than when I was here before."
The treatment of the baggage he lound to be perfectlyoutrageous, nearly every case he had being
broken, and he describes his servant Scott In a
railway car near Boston weeping bitterly over a
smashed writing desk. We are pleased to note his
opinions of the New York police. "I have no,where," he writes, "at home or abroad, seen so

' fine a police as the police of New York, and their
'

bearing in the streets is above all praise." He
must have had his own troubles abont crossing
Broadway, for we note his opinion that "the laws
concerning street traffic and travel are wildly outragedby the people for whose benefit they are Intended."Yet, notwithstanding the Fenians and
the baggage smashers, the speculators In tickets
and the omnibus drivers am! Tammany, New York
seems to have pleased Dickons, for he again adds
"there is undoubtedly improvement tn every direction."

JOCRNALIBM IS AMERICA.
Christmas came to Dickens in Boston, and we

have a pretty story of a branch of holly with real
red oerries, which a certaiu Captain Dolllver, of
the Boston Custom House, imported and put on
bis breakfast table on Christmas morning. "In
such affectionate touches as this these New England
people are especially amiable." He regrets tbat
as a general rule whatever is said about him
in the newspapers Is untrue, and finds tbat
fires in America are a matter of conrse.
The newspapers were civil, but their abuse of
Mr. Dolby, his manager, aunoyed lum. There Is
a strange story about one Boston paper. "The
editor had applied lor our advertisements, saying
that it was at Mr. Dolby's disposal for paragraphsTheadvertisements were not sent. Dolby did
not enrich tts columns paragraphlcally; and among

L its news to-day Is the item that'this chap railing
himself Dolby got drunk down town last night and
was taken to the police station lor fighting an Irishman» II "f am «tnrrv tn uav M adda VH/ibona urha*

I don't And anybody to be much Allocked by this
liveliness.'' Alter this sad experience with the
Hoston press Dickens has an allusion to our own
Journals in New York. "The Tribune," he writes,
"is an excellent paper. Horace Oreeler Is editorin-chiefand a considerable shareholder too." Then
comes a compliment, which we are glad to notice
and repeat. "All the people connected with It
whom I have seen are of the best class." "It is also a

k very fine property," he adds, "but here the Nbw
Yohk Herald beats It hollow, hollow, hollow."
When Mr. Dickens was In New York Henry j. Raymondwas alive and editing his great Journal, and
our readers will understand what would now be a
most surprising statement.that the "New York
Timet is another able and well edited paper."

"SOTIUNO IX AMERICA LASTS LONG."
It was his intention to read tn New York every

week; but this was changed, lor an amusing reason."It is." he writes, "ono of the popular peculiaritieswhich I most particularly notice that they
must nut have a thing too easily. Nothing tn the
country lasts long, and a thing is pnred the more
th" less easy It is made." So he planned his trip
to the south and West, meaning to go to Chicago
and St. Louis.a plan his ill-health interrupted.
He notes again that he had not read a single time
at a lower clear pnUt per night than $2,000.
About this time the severe weather and other circumstancesaffected his health, and we And him
complaining of a inghtful cold.a severe catarrhamithe low action of the heart which compelled
him alter his readings, at times, to lie upon a bed
in a very faint and shady state, and to remain In

j bed at Umcs until the afternoon. In Doaton it
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vm fsarcd be would beee to slot reading eltogether,bat hie wMl overcome ell.

oooroe mabioold.
There were trouble* with speculators, of which

much t* eeid tnet need scarcely be repeated now.
On one occasion there wee e strike among the
ushers bet sum Dolby had taken one of them "to
task in the British manner." But, adds Dickens,
"there is really little to be dune at night. Amerlranpeople are so accustomed to take care of
tb-msrlvt's that one or those immense audiences
»ill rail Into their places with an ease amazing to
a frequenter of St. James' Hall." The cold still
annoyed him. "My landlord," he says, referring
to the Westminster, "Invented for me a drink of
brandy, rum and snow, and called It a 'Rocky
Mount sin Micezer;' and "did I tell you that the
favorite drink bciore you get up Is an eyeoi*nerr'" The nature of this latter drink Is not

described, and we fear that his generous hosts/
with their sneezers and eye-openera, were playingpranks wttn the novelist. He uotes that
Doctor Marigold was a "tremendous hit" In New
Yoik; that "at the end they made a great shout
and gave a rush towards the platform as If they
were going to carry me off. It puts a strong additionalarrow Into my quiver." The last house
in New York rose to about Sii.&oo, and the manager,
Dirkena add*, "is a. ways going about with an immensebundle that looks like a sola cushion, but is
In reality caper money." "The work Is hard, the
coniate is hard, the Hie Is hard; but, so far, the

gain u caornious."
IMrilKS.SlONS OP UKOOKLTN.

"Brooklyn, you must understand," writes
Pickens, "is a kind of sleeping place for New York,
aud la supposed to be a great pluce in a money

way." His readings he called "ecclesiastical entertainmentV'because they took place in the
church or Mr. licchcr. He found the church "a

womleriul place to apeak in." "We had it enormouslyfull last night (Marigold and Trial), but it
scarcely required an etfort. Mr. Ward lieecber

being present in his pew, I sent to invite him to

conic around before he left. I lound him an unostentatious,evidently able, straightforward and

agreeable man; extremely well tutormed and with
a good ku >wlcdge of art." After Brooklyn the
tour extended to Washington, and wo And that the

visit to the national capital was a subject of apprehension."Horace Greeley dined with me last

Saturday," he says, "and did not like my going to

Washington, now lull of the greatest rowdies and
worst kind of people In the Mates." So Mr.
Dolby was sent to examine into the moral at-
Biosphere of Washington, and lu a few days dc- ]
cided that Mr. Greeley and "the croakers" were

wrong. "You may like to have a line to let you
know that It is all right here," he writes from

Washington, "and that the croakers were simply
ridiculous." Mr. Forster gives the lollowing inter-

esting details of tins journey
AHKCDOtK or LINCOLN.

It will he no violation ot the rule of avoiding private ]
detail 11 the verv interesting close oi tlds letter is
given, lie anecdote ol President Lincoln wan ropcntudlytold liy inckens slier his return, ami 1 am
under no necessity to withhold from it the authority
.of Mr. Milliner's name, "lam going tomorrow to see
the President, who has sent to me twice, i dined with
Charles .-tinnier lust Sunday, against iny rule; ami, as I
bad simulated tor no party, Mr. secretary -dsn ton was
the only other guest besides 111 it uwit secretary, Stanton 1
la a lnuii with u very remarkable memory, and extraor1(linnrilT familiar with my books. He ami Sum-
tier having been the first two public men at Hie dying
President's bedside, and having rcmaitied with linn until
he breathed bis lust, we tell into a very interesting conversationalter dinner, when, each ot them itlvinir Ins
own narrative separately, the usual discrepancies about
details ot time were observable. Then Mr. Man tun told
me a curious little story, which will torin the remainder
ol tills short letter, tin the aucrnoon ot the day on which
the President was shot there was a Cabinet Council,
at which he presided. Mr. stanton, being at the
lime Commander-in-Chief ol the Northern troops that
were concentrated about here, arrived rather late. In-
deed, they were waiting tor him. and, on his entering
the room, the President broke oil in sonn-thing ho was
saying, and remarked'Let us proceed to business, gentlemen.'Mr. Stantonthennoiiced.witbgreatsurpri.se,
that the President aat with an air oi dignity in hia chair,
Instead of lolling about in the most ungainly attitudes,
as Ins invariable cualoui was, an>l that instead of telling
irrelevant or questionable stories he was grave ana
calm, and quite a different man. Mr. Stanton, on leavingthe council with the Attorney tier.i ral, said to him
1 bat is the most aalislactory Cabine. meeting I have
attended tor many a long day. What an extraordinary
change In Mr. Lincoln I' The Attorney General replied.'We all saw that betore you came in. While we
weru waiting or you, he said, with his chin down on his
breast, -Gen.leinen, something very extraordinary is
going to happen, and that very soon.'' To whiob the AttorneyGeneral had observed, 'something good, sir, I
hope! when tne President answered very gravely,
'1 don't know, I dou't know; hut It will happen,
and shortly, too.' As they were all impressed by
tils manner the Attorney General took hnn up
again. 'Have you received any information, sir. not
yet disclosed to usf' 'No,' answered the President;
'put 1 have had a dream, and I have now had the sume
dream three time*. once on the night preceding the
battle oi Hull Kuu; once on the nignt preceding such
another (naming a battle also not iavorable to the
North). His cnin sunk on his breast again, and he sat
redacting. 'Might one ask the nature ot this dream,
sir'' said the Aitornev General. 'Well.' replied the
President, without luting his head or changiug his attitude,'I am on a great, broad, rolling river, and I aui in
a boat.and I drill and I drift.but this is not business,'
suddenly raising his lace and looking round the table as
Mr. Stuuton entered. Get us proceed to busiuess,
gentlemen.' Mr. Stanton and the Attorney General said,
as they walked on together. It would be eurlous to notice
whether unyitung ensued on this; aud they agreed to
notice. He was shot that night."

AMMIKW JOMKSO.V.
On his birthday, the 7th of February. Dickons bad

his interview with President Andrew Johnson.
"This scrambling scribblement is resumed tnis
rooming, because 1i have mst seen the President.who hud sent to me very courteously
asking me to make my own appointment. lie is a inau
with a remarkable lace, indicating courage, watchtulsndrapUinlv. strength of nurnose. It is a taee of
the Webster type, but without the bouuce" of Webster s
face. I would have picked linn oat anywhere ae a characterol mark. mure, rather atoutish tor an American
a tribe under the middle size ; hands clasped in iront of
nim; manner, suppressed, guarded, anxious. Kach ol us
looked at the other Very hard. It was in his
own cahluet tliat I saw him. As I came uwav Thornton
drove up In a slelirh.turned out for a state occasion.to
deliver his credentials. There was to be a Cabinet councilat twelve. The room was very tnucli like a London
club » antc-drawlnif room. On the walls two engravings
only.one, of his own portrait ami oue of Lincoln's.
» in the outer rootu was sitting a certain sunburnedGeneral Blair, w|:h many evidences of the war
upon him. He got up to shake hands w ith me. and then
I lound that he had been out on the prairie with me ftve1and twenty years ago. * * The papers having rejferred to mv birthday a falling to-day. my rooin is tilled
with most exquisite bowers. They came pouring In from
all sorts of people, at brcaktast time. Tue audiences
here arc very tine. So ready to laugh or cry, and dbing
both so Ireelv that you would suppose them to be Manchestershillings, rather than Washington had sovereigns."

BALTIMORE.TF1K NEGROES.
Thns all was sunshine and cheerfulness In Washington.thenovelist writing In his merriest mood,

notwithstanding his Illness. About this time the
terrible step was taken of avoiding Chicago.a
circumstance tnat led to some angry comment at
the time, stories floating into print that he had a

sister or some such relative living in the Western
metropolis in indigence, and that he was ashamed
to visit the city In consequence? but we learn now
that wretched health was the only reason. "The
worst of it is," he writes, "that everybody one adviseswith has a monomania about Chicago. 'Good
heavens, sir,' the great Philadelphia authority
said to ine this morutng, 'if you don't read in
Chicago the people will go into fits.' Well,' I
answered, 'I would rather they went lnro (Its than
1 didbut be did not seem to see it at all." Baltimore,although "as far south as Vplentla in Spain"'
and generally of a sunny nature eveu in wintry
times, welcomed the novelist with a snow storm.
"They are very handsome women," he sayH of the
Baltimore ladles, "with an Eastern tonch In them,
and dress brilliantly. I have rarely seen so line an
audience. They are a bright responsive people."
And again, be finds It a "very apprehensive, lm|
pulslve audience." Here we have a little touch of
political observation, not witnoat interest, conjcernlng the negro and the South. "It Is remarkaj
hie," writes Mr. Dickens from Haltimore, "how the
Ghost of Slaver; haunts the town; and how

1 the shambling, untidy, evasive and postponing* Irrepressible proceeds about his free work, going
round and round it, instead of at It. The melancholyabsurdity of giving these poople votes.at
any rate, at present.would glare at one oat of
every roll of the eye, chuckle In their mouths and
bump In their heads, if one did not see, as one cannothelp seeing in this country, that their enfranchisementis a mere party trick to catch votes."
"I strongly believe," he adds elsewhere, "that they
(the negroes) will die out of this eountry last. It
seems, looking at them, so manifestly absurd to
suppose It possible that they can even hold their
own against a restless, shifty, striving, strougcr
race."

rniLsmtLPntA.
There are few notes about the visit to Philadelphia,except that he was welcomed with cold, light,

frosty weather and was pleased with tits hotel.
"Everything Is very good, every waiter Is German,"Ac. "The town is very clean and the day
aa light and blue as a fine Italian day." Mr. Porsteragain inlorms us that while the tone of party
politics still Impressed Dickens unfavorably he
had noticed great changes and improvements
socially. "So far I have had no more intrusion or
boredom than I have when I lead the same life In
England." "1 have now read in Now York to 40,two
people, and am quite as well known In the streets
there aa in London. People will turn back, turn

1<E SHEET.
again mm! Aloe me and have a look at «*, or will
My to ooe another, 'Look here, bickena la

coming i' But no one ever atope or addreaaeame." On one oocaalon, aitting
In hla carriage, near the Poat Office at Nassau
Htreet, waiting lor Mr. Dolby, a stranger.I ahouhl
ear n merobant's bookkeeper.stepped up to the
door, took off bin hat, and aaid In a friendly way,
'Mr. bickena, 1 ahoutd very much like to have the
honor of ahaklnir handa with you,' and, that done,
presented two otliors. Nothing could be moro
quiet or leaa Intrusive." "1 ttud the people lighter
and more humoroua than formerly, and there iiiuat
be a great deal of innocent imagination ainoug
every class, or they never could pet witu eucti extraordinaryplcaaure aa they do the iioola' story of
the elopement of the two little children. They
seem to ace the children, and the women set up a

shrill undercurrent of half pity and liall pleasure
that la quite ail'ecting." "1 have remitted toCoutta,
In English gold, £10,000 odd. These figures are
between ourselves at proseut, but are they not
magniflceutl"' But all the time the same sid
repining.the constant shadow that still attended
hltu.the slave in the shadow of his triumph. "Tho
work la very severe." "it la very distressing." "I
am so dead beat when 1 come off that they lay mo
down on a sola, alter I have been washed and
dressed, and l Us there extromuly faint lor a

quarter ol an hour."
HOCaitlNU IT IN CENTRA!. NEW YORK.

Then came Impeachment troubles, and Dickens,
with a fine showman's sense of what will please
the public, fears "that the great excitement about
the President's Impeachment will damage our receipts."But then comes tho former reflection
that "nothing lasts long" In America, and that beforohe resumes his Eastern readings, March 0,
"the people may be heartily tired of the President'sname." The weather pursued him to Buf-
talo.snow, frost and gales. Koohcster was (n a

panic for tear the Genessee River would take a notionand swamp the town. Syracuso he found "a
most out-of-the-way and unintelligible looking
place, with apparently no people In it," but paying
him nearly $2,500 the first night. His voice troubleshim, and he must dine at threo o'clock to recoverIt before reading. On one occasion he
was caught In a flood "at a place called Utica, the
greater part of which was under water, while tho
high and dry part could produce nothing particularto cat." "I was fortunate enough to
get a bedroom and garnished It with an enormous
jug of gin punch, over which 1 and the manager
played a double dummy rubber." Prom hereto
Albany, alter many struggles with the flood,
"seeing nothing but drowned farms, barns
aarllt like Noah's ark, deserted villages, broken
hinges and ad manner of ruin." The Illness con-
tltiued, now in the loot."no appetite," "no
taste," even laudanum of no use. He writes to
New York for "a composing mixture." Even the
sympathetic and devoted people around him cannotcomprehend his misery. "I cannot, eat," ho,
writes, "and have established this system:.At
seven in the morning, in bed, a tumbler of new
cream and two table spoonsful of rum. At twelve,
a sherry cobbler and a biscuit. At three (dinner
time), a pint of champagne. At five minutes to
eight, an egg beaten up in a glass of sherry. Betweenthe parts the strongest beef tea that can be
made, drunk hot. At a quarter past ten, soup
aud any little thing to drink that I can fancy."

NIAGARA REVISITED.
Here Is Mr. Forster's narrative of the trip to

Niagara:.
This Buffalo has became large and Important cfty.

,with uumhers of Germans and Irish In it. But it is verycurious to notico as We touch the frontier that the Americanli male beauty dies out, aud a woman's face clumsily
compounded oi German. I rum. Western America and
Canuilian, not yet (used together and not yet moulded,
obtains instead. Our show of beauty at night is, generally,remarkable; but wa bad not adozen pretty women
in the whole throng last night, aud the laces were all
blunt. 1 have just been walking about and observing the
sarne'thiug in the streets. The winter has been so severe
that the hotel ou the English side at Niagara (which
has (he best view of the falls. and la
lor that reason very pcrferable) is not yet
opened Bo we go perforce to the American,
which telegraphs back to our telegram:."All Mr. Dickens'requirements perfectly unders.ood." I have not
ve' been in tnore tnan two very bad Inns. I have been
in some w here a good deal ot w hat is popularly called
"slopping round" tia« prevailed, but have been able to j
get on very well, "slopping round, so used, means un-
tidiness and disorder. It is a comically expressive
phrase and has many meanings. Fields was asking the

Brice ol a quarter cask ot sherry the other day "wa'al.
mar Fields" the merchant replies "that varies accordingto quality as Is but nay'tral. If yer wa'nt a

sherry just to slop'round with it, I cau fix yer some at a
very low tigger."

Ilia letter waa resumed at Rochester on the
18th :.
After two most brilliant days at the Falls of Niagara

we got b«'-k here last night To-morrow morning we
turn out at six tor a long railway ionrnev to Albany.
But it is nearly all "back" now, thank God I don t know
bow long, though, beiore turning we might have gone
on at buffalo. We went everywhere at the talis
and saw them in every aspect, (here is a suspension
bridge a>Toss now some two miles or more iroin the
Horseshoe and another, half a mile nearer, is to be
opened in Juiy. They are very line, but verv ticklish.
hanging alolt there in the continual vibration oi the
thuuJering water; nor is one greatly reassured by the
printed notice that troops must not cross them at a step,
that bands ot music must not play in crossing, and the
like. 1 shall never forget the last aspect in which we saw
N laeara yesterday. We bad been everyw here, when I
thought o't stiuggliug (in an open carrlagei up some very
difficult grontu lor a good distance, and getting where
we could stuud above the river and see it as it rushed
forward to its tremendous leap, comiug tor miles and
miles. aii me way to tne Horizon on our rigm
v«i a wonderful contusion of bright green and
white water. As we stood watching it. with our faces to
the top of the (alls, our hacks were toward the sun. The
majestic valley below the talis, so seen through the vast
cloud ol spray, was made of rainbow. Nothing in Turner'sfinest water-color drawings, done in his greatest
day, is so ethereal, so imaginative, so gorgeoas In color
as what 1 then beheld. 1 scented to be lilted lTotn the
earth ami to be looking into heaven. W hat I once said
to you, as I witnessed the scene flve-and-twetuy years
ago. all came back at this most affecting and sublime
sight. The "tnuddy vesture of our clay" falls trout us as
we look. I chartered a separate carriage tor our men,
so tliat they might see all in their own way and at their
own time.

faitewet.l and home again.
And dow came the farewells, or rather a series

of farewells, back to boston, very 111. "Longlel,low and all the Cambridge men" urging him to

give in. "Two snow storms" also, "and the town
Is blotted out in a ceaseless whirl of snow and
wind;" but the personal affection of the people remainedcharming to the last, back to New York,
having passage on the Russia. The chiei steward's
room engaged "Cunard so considerate as to remembertnat it is on tne sunny side of the vessel."
His last readings In New York ran as high as $3,198
a night, but In Boston they reached Ills
lowest receipts were in New Bedford.$1,040 a

night.while the four Brooklyn readings brought
$11. lis. Theu came the larcwell dinner.Horace
Greeley In the chair.Dickens limping into the
room with great difficulty ami pain and compelled
to leave the room betore the proceedings were
over. "He promised his kindly entertainers that
no copy of his 'Notes' or his 'Gliuzzlewit' should in
future be issued by him without acooinpanymg
mention of the changes he had seen.ol tne politeness,delicacy, sweet temper, hospitality and considerationin all wars, lor which he hail to thank
them." "On the following Monday re read to his
last American audience, telling them at the close
that he hoped often to recall them, equally hy his
&re and in the green summer weather, and never
as a mere public audience, out us a host of per'sonal friends." Two days later he sailed for
England and reached home In the first week of
May, lsds.

CI.0SIS0 norms.tub qriim.
His lite, alter his return to Europe, has few

I events that we need dwell upon. There were last
readings and a formal retirement from the platform.His gains in America confirmed his fortune,
and he spent his time around (jadshlll, bcautiiymg
and Improving the grounds. In a year and a half he
he made £2\oooout of his readings, and there was
a private rehearsal of N.mry .sikes, which Macready
regarded as "equal to "two Muibeths" in power
and tragic force. Domestic sorrows gathered over
his home; his brother Frederick died; tits youugest
son went to Australia to seek his fortune In the
bush. New honors came to hui, however, and in
March we find him in presence of the yueen. Mr.
Forstor tells us that the Queen s kindness left a
strong impression on Di< kens. During the conj
vcrsation there arose a mention of some dlscour-
tesy shown to Prince Arthur by the Feniuna in
New York, and Dickens begged her Majesty not to
confound the true Americans of that city
with the Fenian portion of its Irish pon ilation,
on which she made the quiet comment that
she was convinced the people about the
Prtnce had made too much of the affair.
Dickens related to the yueen the story of I'resL
dent Lincoln's dream on the night before he was
murdered. Her Majesty then took from stable tier
own book on the Highlands, with an autograph
Inscription to entries Dickens, and so closed the
Interview. Later we find him dtmng with the
I'rfnce oi Wales and the King of the Belgians, "sur.

fcrmg so much from distress m his loot that &

had to ha aaaistad at once into the dining room.*
He apeak hla time quietly writing "Bdwlu Drood,"
aad buaied In many wars. He took great pleaeura
In helping young authora. "You naked me about
new wrltera," he writes; "If you will road 'Kissing
the lied,' a book I have read to-day. you will not
And It hard to take an Interest lu the author of
auch a hook." This was Kdmund Yates, to whom
the executors of Dickons, In obedience to Ida will,
presented his writing desk, aud "in whose literary
success," says Mr. Korster, "Dickens took the greatestInterest hlinseir, and with whom he continued
to the last in Intimate personal Intercourse."

I'KHSONAJ. CUAIIACTKK1STIC8.
The world cares to see Its great men closely,

aud Mr. Korster, with delicacy and taste, enables
us to see the manner of man Dickens was In Ida
ways and conversation. He had strong rcllgloua
icclings without professions. "1 now most solemnlyiinpross upon you," he writes to his son,
"the truih and beauty of the Christian religion as

It came from Christ Himself, the Impossibility ol
going wrong II you humbly but heartily respect It."
"Never abandon the wholesome practice or saying
your own private prayers night und mormhg. f
have never abandoned It myself, and I know the
comfort or it." He disliked display, monuments
and lunernl coremouies, and would not speak over

Leigh Hunt's grave for mat reason. nm political
opinions were hnzy, and we find no definite expressionof them except In one place, where ha
lament* "a non-working aristocracy and a silent
rarliumont," and dreads the "enormous Plach
cloud of poverty In every turn, which Is spreading
and deepening every hour I" He declined many
temptulious to enter the House of Common*,
Haying no consideration would induce him to
bo- omo a member of "tnat extraordinary assembly."He returned ironi America, "iiidiHpuHcd to
believe that the political problems had been solved
>ii the laud of the free." Formal denial Is giveL
to the rumors that the Queen meant to make nits
a peer, or a member of the Privy Council, no such
honor or any honor being offered to htm. He wai
fond of children and dogs and birds, and loved tc
ramble in the odd ways of London, having especially"u surprising fondness lor wandering about
poor neighborhoods on Christinas Hay." Ills two
especial heroes were sir John l'ranklin and Car
lylc. He was loud ol acting and story telling, especiallyghost stories. We Infer from wfiut Mr.
Forsfer says that lie was Inclined to be superstitious,or rather to Impressions of the supernatural,
lor he spoke or an ever-recurriug dream of a womanhe had loved and who died."the rccollcctto*
of her is an essential part ol my being, and Is as

inseparable from my existence us the beating ol
my heart."

TflB PKAril OF niCKENS.
But the end was coming swiftly.unheeded.hot

not without warning. He had pains In his lent, A
railway accident hud shuttered his nerves and
given htm an Invlncinio dislike to railway travel.
The vessels of the bruin showed signs of trouble,
and he was compelled to rest. Ills arm was

airected, and when he last met Carlyle he curried It
in a sling. It was swollen and painful. There came
a hemorrhage, and an Inability to read the named

on the street signs that alarmed him. Mucltse,
the painter.a dearly loved friend.and Mark
Lemon died, an t oppressed his spirits; and we And
hlin mourning over the death of nearly all his old
companions In the private plays. The feet herame
no worse and no licttcr, and on the 30th of May be
went to (ludHMIl. "He seemed very weary." On

Monday, the nth of June, he was oat with bis dogs
lor the last time. The next day he strolled In the
wood and came home to stady tbe effect or some

new Chinese lanterns in his conservatory,
Bitting all the evening in the dining room
to note their effect. The next morning he
limped over to hl9 chalet and wrote until luncheon.
Alter luncheon, much against his custom, he returnedto his desk. "Ilo was late," said Mr. Korster,"leaving the chfliet, hut before dinner, which
was ordered at six o'clock, with the intention ol
walking afterwards in the lanes, he wrote some

letters, -among them one to his friend Charles
Kent, appointing to see him in LoDdon next dayi
and dinner was begun before Miss Hogarth saw,
with alarm, a singular expression of trouble and
pain In his face. 'For an hour,' he then told her.
'he had been very 111,1 but ne wished dinner to go
on. These were the only coherent words uttered
by him. They were followed by some that fell from
him disconnectedly, of quite other matters.of an

approaching sale at a neighbor's house, of whether
Mucready's son was with his father at Cheltenham
and of Ms own intention to go Immediately to London.but,at these latter he had risen and his sister-ln-law'shelp alone prevented him from lulling
where he stood. Her effort then was to get
him on the sofa, but alter a slight struggle
he sank heavily on his left side. *On the ground'
were the laHt words lie spoke. It was now a little
over ten minutes past six o'rlock. All possible
medical aid had been summoned. Hut a'l human
help was unavailing. There was eiTuslon on the

brain, and though stertorous breathing continued
all night and antll ten minutes past six o'clock on
the evening of Thursday, the vth of June, there
had never been a gleam ol hope during the twenty^
four hoars. He had lived four months beyond hi*

fifty-eighth year." ller Majesty tho (juecn tele;graphed from Halmornl her "deepest regret at the
sad news of Charles Dickens' death," and In obedienceto the general wish-of the people It was da(
termined that the only (It resting place for the
remains of a man so dear to England was the
Abbey, In which the most Illustrious Kngimbmen
arc laid. There he lies, surrounded by Harriett,
Cumberland, Macanlay and Johnson, ender the
statues of Chancer, Shakespeare and Drydon,
sharing alike the Immortality of their fame..

CEnnAS inmcRiTion.

Annual Report of the Urrman Moclety.
The Herman .society, founded In I7s4 for tho protectionof Herman immigrants lauding at |t.hts

port, has Just issued its ninetieth annual report,
from which it appears that the Herman immigrationat this port during the past year amounted to

101,MO persons, a falling off of 'Pi,130 compared
with the jcar previous, when 1'jS.iKtO Hermans

' were landed at Casile Harden. The following us an
exibit of the tic/man immigration at this port
/luring the past ten years: .

KMat,Wll ISS9 101,571
1*» .. Si Six ISTU fi.jai

IK/HI Ills,MO 1-71 !U,dD0
l"H7HJ.-i.-j is*; I'iS.ittJ

imkin mi,m
Total OM.I/7
The majority of the present Herman immigration

Is destined lor the Western and Jfbrthwestern
States. Among the whole number of Mormon lui1migrants at this port during the past year I'd,437),
who were destined for the I'tali Territory, only
twelve were Hermans. The treasurer's report
shows that the receipts of the society
during the past year amounted to $-27,766. The
expenditures were #l4,7ii ami a balance of $13,663
remained in the treasury. The capital of the
society amounts to $64,700. The Relief Committee

v«.Id MR in llilt rtf
llUIlUg IUC I'lKJl JXTill ... .

(.email nil murrain* in poor circumstances. la
uiliiltioa $i,.v*y was distributed irom a apodal iuud
contributed by members, 011 checks issued by trtw
donors, and arrangennnts huv:* also been made
during' the past winter to distribute provision*
umouir the poor. Two physicians are engaged by
the society wuo, during the paat year, had under
treatment 316 patients.

TACHTIHQ,
At the first general meeting for the ysar or the

Kaatera Yacht Olao, held at the Parker Qonse,
Boston, February 10, the follewing gentlemen
were elected officers:.Commodore, John M.
Forbes; Vice Commodore, John Jeffries, Jr.; Hear
Commodore, R. D. Tucker; Secretary, Henry B.
Jackson: Treasurer, Addison Child: Measurer.
Prank 1). child r Kegatta Committee, w M.
wiiituey. John iiurd. B. Joy Jeffries, A. VVlusor, T.
L>. BoarJman.

! ART MATT£RS.
THe Water Color Socltty . Annual

Meeting.
The eighth annua! meeting of the American Societyof Painters In Water Colors was held on

Tuesday evening in the Association Building. It
waa well alleuded, and the proceedings evinced
the increasing interest taken in this branch of art.

The reports of the secretary and treasurer were

an evidence of the flourishing condition of the society,which now numbers sixty-five members.
Messrs. J. U. nniillle, J. O. Nlcoll and L. C. Tiffany
were unanimously re-elected president, secretary
and treasurer. Messrs. J. O. Brown, Walter
llrown, P. Ilopklnsoo smith and A. T. Bricher
were placed upon ttoe Board of Control.


